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Phaon to Bellamira. : 
+ EE bow tn Sorrows drown’d I trembling fland, A Gial a. ~ 
. . d - - A A 
’, | See bow my Pen falls from my feeble Hana ; Sonnet by a Gentleman of Oxow 
Y. Why, let it fall——I' now embrace my Chain, 
No more in Words, no more in Sighs complain, ' P 
, And never, never write, defpis'd, again, 
To end my [Voes and Life, at ome, Pll try, Aft are the pleafing Minutes nor, 
Burft, burft, foud Heart } tonne fy aft W retch | Yun When once my lovely Fair 1 
(Mad and Dye. Drank in each foft protefting Vow, 
, Teay forth thy Eyes, there let thy rage begin, Infenfibly as Air. =7 
ha I by Eyes firft dyer the fat: st | Mifebref i in, 
5 For thou bad’ (t never Lov’d, tf they bad ne- 2 


, O let me go diftratted with my Moan oF | i 
And (ae in fome Defart rer unknown, - eben alice? mate sai uf 
Loje my loath’d Life, and fenfelefs ftiffen into | 

(Stone. 
) Ev» then the Marks of deepejt Woe P's bear, 4 
«iva ftand tbe very Statue of Defpair ; 
A frightful Wildnefs in my Look, and Terror But Ob! ye Powers, when at her Door 
| Cin my Aly. She heard my foft complaint, 
«Strange! ] fhou'd wifh this de[p’rate State to prove, Sigh’d at the tender things I fwore, a) 
Strange! that no Charms your rigid Breaft can And kindly did conjent ; P 
(move : 
| Strange! you defpife——— ° 
| The fofteft, deareft, and the tend’reft Love ! 
No Charm but Gold ? ~—— Ob! wilt a Then Heav’n with all the Glitt?ring Train 
(then be fold ? Of its Offictous Lights, 
Wilt thou debafe thy felf to fervile Gold ? Like her, look’d kindly on my Pain, "s 
Fits Golden wifh, i Midas came to die, And bleft my pleafing NN ights. 
Fle curft-— and wift'd bim Poor, yes, Poor as I. 
m i Ot Be tos Boe . 7 
On Mr. R—f of Magdalen-Hall, Oxon. Sanys ab Injano: Or, the Doétor cut’d 
| = =9owhokilld himielf with dr inking, at hy his Patient 
the Sign of Noal’s Ark. y . 
¥ Oah and [ a different Fate have found, T HE Quack with learned Nonfenfe fruffs 
He fled to th Ark or elfe be bad bin drown’ d. (bis Bills, 
But \ d:d more 1117! rude ntly emb ark, Prete nding mighty Cures for miphty Jus, , 
And found a Deluge cnly im tre An I. 








(ver feen, 

Hurl. bur the bleeding Bi ass, aid let ’em meet 

Their abjcE doom at Bellamira’s Feet. 

What iene they done ?——How does their Crine 
(appear ? 

What coud they do, but look, when fhe was near ? 

With fight (eal 'd wp, Men fleep, tho’ Stars fhine 


(bright, 





But the Sun risn— 
All Eyes are open to receive the light, 





Ab! then a thoufand Glances {pok- 
Her foft, but fecret, fmart, 

And the dear languifhings thgt brok: 
In blufhes from her Heart. 


2s 


Oft in a throng of melting fighs, 
Love breath’d its fofter pow’rs . 





The 


gy ~eclilien 








The Afobb, gull’d by bie Rhet?vick, fiock apace 
To fee their Friend and Servant DoGor Casé, 


The Patient wants bis Health, the Quack bis 
(Fees. 
And the his Med'cines give the Sick no Eafe, C 


Hts bealing Money cures the Quack’s Difease. 





A Diffwafive frot 
Gent. 0 


Marriage 
Oxon. 


B Va 


F thow dt be free from anxious Care aud Strije, 
Never be troubl’d with that Plague, a Wiie 

She'll keep you to hard Duty day and ni; ight, 
Which if you once neglect, prepare to figh 4 
Scorn and Difdain are feated in Ler Eyes, 
Damun'd Treachery witrin ber Bofom fis. 
Suppofe at firlt there were fome pleafing “foys, 
Yet frequent Repetition always choys. 
Confider then, before twill be in vain, 


Don't for a ’Moment’s Blifs endure an Age of 


(Pain, 
"Ts bard, you’! ‘ll fay, to cenfure thus the Fair, “) 
To think there ’n't on Earth one /appy P Hr, 


But fince there are fo few, tis Prudence to be- C 


fy ‘\ 
\ Wire. ae 











On the Picture of Capid, imitated from 
Propertius, 


Ho’er be was, be docs my Fancy move, 
Who painted firft the little God of Love. 
Plainly he faw the fenfelef{s Lovers jnare, 
What Tolid Good they lofe for empty Care ; 
Thence did he juftly windy Wings impart, 
And made the God fly with a bumane Heart, 
By Fortune's Waves he knew us wildly toft, 
While ty each dafh we may be wreck'd and loft. 
Fuftly be knew what the old Poets fang, 
That from the Seas Love's beauteous Mother 
({prung. 
Fer fince which time, unbappy Lovers (ce, 
Their Paffion ne'er from Tempefts can be free, 
[t cbbs and flows, unfixt, not Jong the fame, 
A rowling Oce an of tumultuous flame ; 
He feign'd him Blind, with true dejign ‘to {how 
That every Lover, male be Loves, 1% fo, 
Fujtly indeed his Darts were bear ded found, 
For, what they burt, cg never be made found, 
And, ever we fre bim, he ts fure to wound, 
My Bre ast hs arrows and bis Image boajs, 
But fure his Wings, with which be flies, are loft. 
My Heart's bus Throne, yet Rebel Paf'ions iar, 


? 


Which fre my Veins, and thro my Bicod mak 


iVhy, cruel Love, fhow’ you the ee play ? ‘ 
By what pretence Can you de mana your | [a 

But you Lave Pow, and {| muft [till obey. 

When | engone, who fhall your Praifes fing : ‘ 
Ane my light Aduje can weighty Glories bring. 


She meee 





SE OS 


Rule a Wite aud be a General, by .R. AZ. 
A : Folly Tinker, and A mooie Comp Anton, 

F pee 1 Skellet, Kettle ov ‘a Panon, 

With a Vaylor aad a Cobley drinking fat, 

And ocr their oa talk’ ¢ f Af airs of S State. 

Yuoth Giim, the Tinker, Pin a Mano} -Mettle, 
And coud comm: itil a Troop as well as mend a 

(Kettle ; 

Was | a4 General, Vd ne’er doubt the Battle, 

The French wou “d fy if they but heard me Rattle. 

bo! quoth the Cobler, \ cow’d this cutdoe, 

U d mujter all the Relic ts of St Hugh; 

Valour aisd Conduct wewd alfift my Call, 

Ld force their Sqr a ae with my mighty Aul, 

Pd wax aThread (il warr'nt fhowd bold? em faft, 
ama C cw Pd pull thew Souls out with my Laft. 


All this poor © ur umber fat by a nd beard, 
At | quoth be, Vd rule °em with my Yard, 
Meaiure ‘em ast as t do Cloath or Fre: Ze, 


Tren, Hero eh Pd cut’em asl please. 

Scarce Lad he [poke, Cerin a mig bty Paffion 
Ther Wives came tn,and{poil d their Confultation, 
Charg?d with vg peals of “Thunder inther fourths, 
Encus h to fright the Devil of a@ Spoufe : 

They cowd not {tand the frock, but fled for fear, 
Winie Pots and Pipes attack’d?cm in the Rear. 

Thus Men can boaft of Courage ; therefore none 

Show d rule Abroad, that cou’d not rule at Home. 


Advertifement. 


Rekefograpky. Or, the Art of Dancing, by Cha- 
ratters and Demonftrative Figures. Wherein 


the whole Artisexplain’d , with complear Table «f alt 
Steps us’ a Dancing, and Rules for the Motions of the 
Arms, &c. Wherehy any Perfon (who underfta: ds 
Dancing) may of himfelf learn all manner of Danc s. 
Bc ing an Exaét and Juft Tranflation from the Fren é of 
Monjieur Feuiliet. By Fobn Weaver, Dancing-M>fter. 
Printed for the Author, and are to be fold by P. Vai.- 
lam, crench Boukleller, near Cat" sr tne» Street in the Strand, 
* * Lhe Law Corrupted, a Satyr. 
* ar Satyr againft Ingratituc e. Both Printed for 
sam. Sturton, and iold by &b.Lrage at the Black Raven in 
sal snajter- Row. 
The Art of Rhetorick, as to Elocution, explain’d 
wd tamiliarly adapted to the Capacity of School-Boys 


in (QueRions an An{wers. By Mr. Sland School-Ma4cré 
Pu tated for and fuld y am, Sturton, at the corne; of 
Cutter- Lance End in C bo ap/i. 
+44 Whereas the uther has receiv two Poems, 
: Colin's Courtfitp . or, ike Country Amour, and Cupid's 
Crove, a Dream: [his 1s to acg int che Gentlemen 
(hac far cm, thatchey are too long to de inferted in 








1706. 
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